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My Hart that once abroade was free
Thy Beautie hath in durance brought
Ons reafon rulde and guyded me,
And how is wyt confumde with thought
Ons I reioyfed aboue the Skye,
And now for the I alas I dye.

Ons I reioyfed in Companye,
And now my chief and whole delyght
Is from my frendes awaye to flye
And keepe alone my weryed fpryght
Thy face deuyne and my defyre,
From flefh hath me tranfformed to fyre.

O Nature thou that fyrft dyd frame,
My Ladyes heare of pureft Golde
Her face of Cryflall to the fame.
Her lippes of precious Rubyes molde
Her necke of Alablafter whyte
Surmountyng far eche other Wight

Why dydfl thou not that tyme deuife
Why dydfl thou not forefe before ?
The mifchyefe that therof doth ryfe,
And grief on grief doth heap with ftor
To make her Hart of Wax alone,
And not of Flynt and Marble Stone.

0 Lady mo we thy fauour yet,

Let not thy Seruaunt dye for the

Where Rygour rulde, let Mercy fyt

Let Pytie Conquere Crueltie

Let not Difdain, a Feend of Hell,

Poffes the place, wher Grace fhould dwell